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Please Don't Make Me Pay Rent 


Author's Notes: 
I'm sorry for being so inactive lately, but | appreciate still getting some traffic on my page! Thank you all so 
much for reading what | work on. In between story boarding for my two big stories, here's a little something | 


threw together. Maybe at some point in the future I'll write a long, dramatic Danzig story... 


Loneliness. 


As sensitive as the topic was for Glenn, he pondered it often, always landing him in the same uncomfortably 
cold pool of unknowing. It made him think about dying, and that in and of itself freaked him out to the point of 
ruining his whole day, sometimes his week. He would sit against the other end of the bathtub while the shower 
head pelted his shins and overthink, staring at the leaky tap. Other times he would start to wonder while 
cooking, or watching television, or reading a book, and stare down at the floor with a glassy look in his eyes, 
blissfully unaware of anything that wasn't going on inside his head. 


Eerie noticed it all the damn time. 


It had been getting worse those few weeks. Eerie just told Glenn that maybe checking out a mass or two at 
the church on 4th street would help him out a little, maybe at least bore him out of thinking about stuff he 
had no purpose dabbling in, but he would disregard the thought. 


"No. | need something else." 
He'd snap out of it two seconds before the bacon in the pan would burn to a crisp. 


What, exactly, Eerie had no goddamn clue. Glenn wouldn't answer such a question, of course, so it left quite a 
bit to the imagination Maybe he was finally gonna convert to devout Christianity and become indoctrinated into 
being a priest for the rest of his life. That didn't seem too far off to Eerie, considering how unpredictable 
Glenn was and had been for nearly the whole decade he'd known him. Maybe he was going to get so caught up 
in it he'd just off himself for answers. Of course that was a dark thought, but Eerie knew all he needed to do 
to get Glenn out of the red was pick him up a box of Boo Berry cereal and he'd probably be fine. Even when 
he would throw a massive, red in the face, 'my voice is louder than yours’ bitchfit at Eerie, he was usually 
caught cooling himself down crunching on Boo Berry. It was, after all, the only thing in his cabinets besides 
dusty expensive liquor that ‘looked sorta cool. 


Maybe Glenn had a better idea in his thick skull. Maybe it was something for the band, which would be 
fantastic, considering Eerie was itching to get back into a studio. He knew better than to stick his nose too far 


into anything. Not out of fear but as a precautionary measure, because he liked being able to crash at Glenn's 


house, and he didn't want him to A) be a massive, petty, immature dick, or B) kick his ass to the curb. 


Eerie had been staying at Glenn's for a little less than two weeks, which was all it took for him to realize that 
Glenn's habit of zoning out was far more common than he'd realized. He already knew he talked to himself 
constantly. He knew he spoke his mind when he didn't mean to or even realize he was, and he knew he had a 
tendency to get strokes of genius late at night and wake everyone in the neighborhood up by plugging in his 
Les Paul. That, he was all too prepared for. But unfortunately, Eerie noticed an even stranger aspect of Danzig 
upon living with him, temporarily as it may have been 


He was so, incredibly, painstakingly boring. 

Perhaps boring wasn't the right word, Eerie thought, but he knew what he was feeling was definitely boredom. 
Although he was bored, he wasn't sure if Glenn was truly ‘boring’. 

Eerie had a pretty normal schedule. Glenn followed the same daily routine as an insomniac bat. It was 
uncommon to catch him awake between the hours of 8 AM to 6 PM. When they did happen to be awake at 
the same time as one another, Glenn was strung out on something, usually under the influence of something 
else, reading or writing. That wasn't to say Eerie wasn't on the same boat, but Eerie tried not to get in his 


way. 


He hadn't actually had a real conversation with Glenn since the first night he stayed there, which was indeed a 


loud and unavoidable argument. "I can't have you here's and "| got no place else to go's, the whole ordeal. 


Eerie decided he would sit down with Glenn again and maybe apologize for showering in his shower and eating 
out of his fridge for two weeks, since it wasn't really in the plan anyway. Eerie hadn't been in a good living 
situation in a few months, what with on and off girlfriends and girlfriend A meeting up with girlfriend B behind 
Eerie's back and all, so he decided to seek solace in Glenn's shifty little home. He told Glenn it'd just be a night 
or two, and he'd stay out of his feathery hair. Glenn screamed at him for wasting his time, space, energy and 
whatever else, but ended his fit with a begrudged "Fine, Eerie. The couch is yours. But | want your ass outta 
here by Tuesday." 


Tuesday came and went, Glenn slept right through it. He woke up Tuesday night past midnight and gave up on 
giving Eerie the big kibosh. He wasn't causing too much trouble anyway, and for some reason Glenn didn't feel 


too bad about having someone awake and watching the house while he slept the day away. 
He wouldn't go so far as to say he enjoyed his company, of course. Just his security. 


He almost thought about maybe hiring him as somewhat of a security guard figure but he knew Eerie was far 
too "humble" as he put it, or as Glenn did, egotistical. He knew it'd be a dick move to give Eerie work while he 
was seeking asylum away from his psychotic girlfriends anyway. He also knew why he decided to go down such 
a dark path with such a predictable end; Eerie needed places to stay. And if he spent too much time with one 
girlfriend, then he'd get too sick of her to bear going home to her. So he gave himself two options: one home 
with the original girlfriend and another home to head off to when the first one got too unbearable. Bonus 
points for getting to bang the landlords while he was at it. 


Glenn couldn't imagine what sort of mind Eerie had to have in order to choose to live like that. He wasn't as 


stupid as he liked to pretend he was, so he must have known this would be the outcome. 


Glenn peeked over the doorframe of the kitchen into the living room, where Eerie lie, mostly naked, completely 


plastered and unconscious. 


When he decided to come over Glenn had a whole spiel geared up for him about responsibility and paying the 
price for your own actions and most importantly, never getting fucking caught, but he stopped himself. Instead 
he just screamed about not wanting Eerie there. Truthfully he didn't want him there, but he wasn't nearly so 
upset about it that he could scream and mean every word. He was frustrated that Eerie was stupid and didn't 


just come to him in the first place. 
The thought didn’t really occur to him. Not like it should have. Glenn wasn't exactly outwardly inviting. 


Glenn opened up a cabinet and pulled out one of the most frequently used boxes of Boo Berry and took a 
fistful out of the box. The noise caused Eerie to stir, just the smallest bit, and Glenn froze. 


Maybe | should get on his schedule, Glenn thought. Or he could get on mine. Him and the rest of planet earth. 


No, scratch that thought. Glenn liked the feeling of being the only one awake under one roof. He liked being 
alone in his thoughts. For the most part, at least. Lately it had seemed less like an escape and more like 
something he needed an escape from. 

As of late, Glenn had been a little more on edge about solo thinking. He'd learned that Anthony Perkins had 
recently died, and for whatever reason, it caused him to overthink about death and its terrifying 
permanentness. It was the only thing that truly lasted forever, and Glenn hated the word forever. 


He snapped out of his trance. 


Forever sounded pretty lame anyway. When he heard it he heard "Foreeeeever," by KISS, and he didn't exactly 


want to. 

Maybe that would help him stop overthinking for awhile. 

Eerie woke up just in time to catch Glenn standing on his toes to put the box of cereal away from across the 
kitchen. He glanced over at his dusty wall clock that was two hours and thirty minutes ahead and realized he 
had been asleep for almost four hours, from two until six, or what the clock read, eight thirty. He finally 
caught Glenn awake, just barely. He could offer a quick apology before he lost Glenn's interest: 

"Glenn, hold on-" 

Eerie's voice came out like someone had their hand around his throat. 

Glenn stopped, mid crunch, and stood in the doorway. 

"What?" 

‘I'm sorry I've.l've been sleeping here," 

His eyes were only half open, and he was settled on his elbows with one leg hanging off the couch. 

"| told you to sleep on the couch, Eerie.” 

"No | mean, your house, dude. I'm sorry." 


Glenn took it upon himself to clean up the cans left around the couch while his freeloader woke himself up. 


| wish you'd just come here before you fucked yourself up. We coulda worked somethin’ out before you went 


and did all this. This shit ain't like you." 


Glenn held up an empty, sticky can in the air. 


"| don't really give a shit about the mess, but you don't make messes. What the fuck's goin’ on with you, 
Eerie?" 


Eerie finally sat upright on the couch. 
‘lm not trying to be a freeloader.' 


"But you're pretending to be stupid," Glenn tossed the cans into the trash can and started tossing Eerie's 
clothes back at him. 


"Don't be fuckin’ stupid, Eerie." 
If anyone knew Danzig's wholesome insults, it was Eerie Von 


Glenn peeked back around to the living room to see Eerie pulling his shirt over his head and cleaning up the 
rest of the mess he left behind in the living room. 


Eerie wasn't stupid. He was just trying to be more clever than he was. 
Maybe all Glenn actually needed to get his mind out of the gutter was some company, some energy, some life. 
His house was lifeless even with him in it, and he thought about filling the void with a cat, but that was for 


another void another time. 


And maybe he was gonna end up staying with him for way too fucking long. Maybe Eerie was gonna pull his 


weight around there too, if he was gonna get naked on Glenn's couch. 
"If you're gonna stay here you're gonna pull your weight around here." 
Eerie paused and saw Danzig in the doorway again. 

"Please don't make me pay rent" 

"Did your girlfriends make you pay rent?" 

"No, ‘cuz | fucked ‘em instead." 

"Well, you're not gonna fuck me, so | think we have our answer." 
Danzig smiled, genuinely, and left Eerie to clean up the mess. 

Eerie sighed and watched Glenn walk away. 


He really, really didn't wanna pay rent. 


